AMERICA.

a place of safely. For himself, he is willing to
stand by his stock, defending himself and his
stable to the last; but the poor woman cannot
fight, and in case of his own death, before he
should have time to kill her, her fate would be
revolting, far beyond the power of an English
imagination to conceive.

What can we do, but offer to comply ? A fresh
disposal of the mail-bags; a new twist of our
limbs; and a hole is made in the vehicle, into
which the hero's wife inserts her slim and plastic
body. A pillow thrust behind her head, pro-
tects her from many a bump and blow; but
when we lift her, thirty hours later, from the
waggon, it is hard to say whether she will live
or die.

In the night, we rougher fellows get a little
rest and relief by climbing to the box, breathing
the cold air, and occasionally curling up our legs in
the boot. It is only the fiery day that kills.

As the sun works westward towards his set-
ting, the air grows cooler to the skin, softer
in the lungs; and a spring of life conies back
as it were into the veins. Our pulses quicken,
our chests dilate, our limbs put out new strength.
The weird and pensive solitude of the prairie